BARBARIAN STORIES

others, sat at Prince Bracislav's high table arid talked
of battles and hunting with him and the nobles of his
druzina. The Greek Princess sat at Bracislav's right
side; her chair was a hand's breadth higher than his,
with a double-headed eagle on the purple cloth that
hung over the back, but even with her piled hair and
crown that did not raise her above the Prince, because
he was very long in the body and always sat upright,
even when he was drunk. They all paid great honour
to her, since she was the Emperor's grand-niece. Her
maids stood behind her with little dishes of sweet
herbs to burn, or in May and June flowering branches;
when she wished to hear them sing everyone else had
to be silent on pain of frowns from the Prince. None
of the men cared for the Greek women's songs, so
sometimes Theophano would make them go on for
an hour, just for the pleasure of seeing everyone else
fidget and make faces. Afterwards she and her maids
mimicked them, shaking with laughter up in their
sunny, windy tower. She always rose to go out of the
hall with them before the drinking had gone on long;
then the only women left were the Russian slave-girls,
who lifted their short skirts and sat on the men's
knees.

But until she went, one after another the nobles of
the druzina came up to do honour to her, kneeling on
one knee till she chose to bid them rise. One day she
bade Ingolf come to her, and he stayed stiffly and un-
willingly on his knee, while she talked to him in her
high voice and played with her pet squirrel. Sveneld
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